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Which brcathde this poyforu 

&mg, Ragemuftbe withftood : 
Giue me his grafe $ Lions make Leopards tame. 

Mtwb. Yca^but not change his fpotsjtakc buctny flume, 
And I rcfignemy ga^€,my dcare dcarcLord . 
TJiepurelt treafure mortall times aflFoord, 
Is fpotleffe reputatLon,that away 5 
Men 'arc butguilded Loame,or painted Clay t 
A Icvvell rn a tenne times bard vp Chcft, 
I$a&old Spirit ina loyall Breaft. 
Mine Honour is my life, both grow in one \ 
Talie Honour from me,and my life is done. 
Then (deare my Leige) mine Honour let me try*, 
In that 1 liue, and for that will I die. 

King. Coofin^throw vp your gage 5 do you begin. 

*BuL O God defend my foule from.fuch deepejfinnc # 
Shall I feeme Creft-fallen in my fathers fight? 
Or with pale begger-face impeach my hight, 
Before this out-darde daftard? Eremy tongue 
Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble wrong, 
Or found fo bafc a parlec, my teeth fhallxeare 
The flauifli motiueof recanting fcare, 
And fpir it bleeding in his high difgrace, 
Where ixiame doth harbour, euen in Mowbraiesface* 

King* We were not borne to fue,but to commaundj 
Which fince we cannotdo,to make youfriendes, 
Be ready (as your life /hall anfwere it) 
At Coucnine vpon Saint Lombards day : 
There fliall your Swords and Launces arbitrate 
The fwelling difference $f your fetled hate : 
Since we cannot atone you,you fliall fee 
luftice defigne the Viftors chiualrie. 
Lord Marfliall^commaund our Officers at Amies, 
Be readie to dire& thefe home allarjnes. Exit* 

Enter lobntf Gaunt jvith the Dutchejfe ofgiocetter. f 
Cjamt. Aias,the part I had in Wood flocks blood, 
Doth more follicite jne,thca your cxclairaes, 


The ocewnST* 
To ftitrc againft the butchers of his life. 
But fince correction ly eth in thofe handes, 
Which made the fault that we cennot corre ft, 
Put we our quarrell to the will of heauenj 
Who when they fee ihe how er's ripe on earth, 
Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heades . 

Dutchtf*. Findes brotherhood in theenofliarper fpurre? 
Hath loue in thy old blood no liuing fire? 
Edwards feauen fonnes, whereof thy felfe art one. 
Were feauen Viols of his facrcd blood, 
Or feauen faire Branches {printing fromone cootc ? 
Some of thofe feauen are dry ed by Natures courfej 
Some of thofe Branches by the Deftinies cut : 
But Thorn* my dcare Lord, my life, mv giocefler, 
One Viollfullof £<ivW.*facrcd blood, 
One flourifhing Branch of his moft royall roote 
Is craft,and all the precious liquor fpilt, 
Ishackt downe,andhis fummerleaues all faded 
By Enuics hand, and Murders bloodie axe. 
Ah gaunt y his blood was thinc,that bed, that wombc, 
Thatmettall,thatfelfemould,thatfafliionedthec, 
Made him a man : and though thou liucft and breathed. 
Yet art thou flaine in him thou doft confent 
In fome largetneafure to thy fathers death, 
In that thou feeft thy wretched Brother die, 
Who was thcmodell of thy fathers life : 
Call it not Patience, gaunt y it is Difpaire, 
In fuffering thus thy Brother to be flaughtred| 
Thou fheweft the naked pathway to thy life, 
Teaching fterne Murder how to butcher thecs 
That which in mcane men we intitle Patience, 
Is pale cold Cowardice in Noble breaftes. 
What fliall I fay ? to fafegard thy ownc life, 
Thcbcft way is, to v cn^t my g beefier s death. 

gaunt. Gods is the quarrell, forOods fubffitutc^ 
His deputie annoynted in his fight, 
Hath caufd his death the which if wrongfully. 
Let Heaueareuenge,for Im^y neuer lift 


